JUNE
filed out and formed up near the block on Tower
Green. The boys and girls were lined up, and to
each was given a wand of peeled willow.
The Chief Yeoman Warder placed himself at the
head, carrying the Tower Mace, a long pole on
which is set a silver replica of the White Tower.
Next came the choir of St. Peter ad Vincula. They
had new mortar-boards. Each lad wore a stiff little
Elizabethan ruff over his white surplice. There were
the clergy, then a guard of Yeoman Warders, led
by the sinister-looking headsman with his great
shining axe, then the visitors, then the Constable
and the Governor ; then the wives of the Tower,
and, finally, more Warders.
When we emerged on Tower Hill the crowds
rushed at us in astonishment. They formed a
critical lane through which we passed. One of the
first boundary marks was almost opposite the Tower
let into the wall of a warehouse.
* Now, whip it, boys !' ordered the Chief Warder.
Twenty lusty young boys hurled themselves on the
stone and lashed it with their willow wands.
This custom of beating the bounds goes back to
Saxon days. It is mentioned in the laws of Alfred
and Athelstan. Some say that it is even older. It
has been traced to the Roman festival in honour of
Terminus, the God of Landmarks.
We went on and beat a boundary mark opposite
the Mint. We marched down to the very shore of
the Thames below Tower Bridge and hit a stone
that was just above the tide level. We found one
of the last boundary marks in a small out-house under
Tower Bridge. We entered it and whacked the
stone soundly ; and then we returned to the Tower,
having hit thirty-one stones,
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